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V.

We sailed for the moon, but, In sad disillusion,
Snug under Point Comfort are glad to make

fast,

And strive  (sans our glasses) to make a confu-
sion
'Twixt our rind of green cheese and the moon of

the past.
Ah, Might - have-been. Could - have - been, Would-

have-been! rascals,

He 's a genius or fool whom ye cheat afr two-
score,
And the man whose boy-promise was likened to

Pascal's
Is thankful at forty they don't call him bore!

VI.

"With what fumes of fame was each confident pate

full!
How rates  of   insurance  should   rise   on  the

Charles!

And which of us now would not feel wisely grate-
ful,
If his rhymes sold as fast as the Emblems of

Quarles ?
E'en if won, what ?s the good of Life's medals and

prizes ?

The rapture 's in what never was or is gone;
That we missed them makes Helens of plain Ann

Elizys,
For the goose of To-day still is Memory's swan.